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The Tragedie of 

Cutoff the heads of two fail growing fprayes, 

Tlutlooke tooloftiein our.Common-wealth : 
Allmuftbeeuen in Our gouerirement. 

You thus imployde/l will goe roots Away 
The noyfome W cedes thatwithout prohtiucke 
TJiefoylcs fer til i tie from holfome flowers. 

Mm. Why diould we in the com pallc or a I ale, 

Kccpe law arid forme, anddue proportion, . 

Shewing in amodellour firme eftate, 

When our fea-walled Garden, the whole Land 
Is full of Weedes •, her faired flowers choakt vp, . 

Her fruit trees all vnprund her hedges rumd 
Her Knots difordered,aiid her hoicfomcHearbes 
.Swarming with Caterpillers. 

Card. Hold thy peace, , 

He that hath differed this difordered Spring, 

Hath now himfelfe met with the fall of Leafe: * 

The Weedes that his broade fpreadmg Leaues did ihelter^ 
That feemdein eating him, to hold him vp, 

At e puld vp.roote and all, by Bullingbrooke : ' • • 

I meane the Earle of Wilt{hire,Buihie, Greene. 

Man. What, are they dead;' ntsv/.? 

AtSBuililgb^ooke hath feizd the waftfiill King. . 

Gh what pittie it is, that he had not'fo trimde 
And drert his Land 5 as we this Gardep at time ofyeere . 
Do wound the barke;the skinne of our fruite trees, 

Lead being oner-proud with fappeancr blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felre. 

Had he done fo, to great and growing men, 

They mi gh t hauelihde to bearc,and he to tafte 
Their fruites of duetie : fuperfluous branches 
We lob'pe away, that bearing boughes may lme : 

Had he done fo;himfelfe had borne the Crowne, ^ 

Which wafte of idle hbures hath quite throwne downc* 

Man. WhagthinkeyoutheKinglnallbedepofed. 

Gmt Deprellhus alredd^anddepofde • 
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King Rkhardtkc Second* 

T K‘owtmpXo dead, .through warn °f flaking 
Thbu old Adams likeneffe fet to dieffc thu Gai den, < 

How dares thyharfo rude tongue found tms vnpleafmg 
What E*et what **» hath foggeded thee, (nevyesj . 

Tomakeafecondfallofcurfedman? 

Wh v dod thou fay King Rtehardis depofde. 

Hard thou, thou little better thing then earth 

Dniinefoisdownefall? Say, where, vvhen and now 

Camd thou by this ill'tidinges? fpeake thou wretch. 

Gard. Pardon me Madam, litle icy haue L 
To breathe thefe nevves,y et what I fay is true,: 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 

Of Bullingbrooke : their fortunes both aie wee dc. 

In your Lo. fcale, is nothing but himlede 
And fome few vanities that make him light: 

But in the ballanceof great Bullingbrooke, 

Befides himfelfe, are all the Englifo 1 ceres, 

And with that oddes,he weigbes King R» chard oowne. 

Pod you to London,and you will find® it fo', 

I fpeake no more then euery one doth know. _ ■ 

Quern. Nimble Mifchaunce,that art fo light of foote. 

Doth not thy embafl’age belong to me, . 

And am I lad that knowes it? Oh thou thinkel t 
To ferue melad, that I may longed keepc 
Thy forrow inmy bread : comeLadyes, goe 
To meete at London Londons King in woe . 

What, was I borne to this, that my faddlooke, 

Should grace the triumph of great Bmlmgbrooke. 

Gardner, for telling me thefe newes of woe, 

Pray God thePlants thou graftd may neuer grow. Exit. 

Gard. Poore Queene,fo that thy Rate might be no worie 
I would my skill were fubieft to thy curfe : 

Heere did foe drop a teare, heere in this place. 

He fet a bancke ofRevv fovyr eHearb-of-gracei 
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